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11

Alas for her that met me,,

That heard me softly call.

Came glimmering thro' the laurels

At the quiet evenfall,

In the garden by the turrets

Of the o]d manorial hall.

12

Would the happy spirit descend,
From the realms of light and song,
In the chamber or the street,
As she looks among the blest,
Should I fear to greet my friend
Or to say e Forgive the wrong/
Or to ask her, ' Take me, sweet,
To the regions of thy rest * ?

13

But the broad light glares and beats,
And the shadow flits and fleets
And will not let me be ;
And I loathe the squares and streets,
And the faces that one meets,
Hearts with no love for me :
Always I long to creep
Into some still cavern deep,
There to weep, and weep, and weep
My whole soul out to thee.

XXVII
1
DEAD, long dead,
Long dead !
And my heart is a handful of dust,
And the wheels go over my head,
And my bones are shaken with pain,